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Efc. I fir, very well. 

0°* Nay, I befeechyoumarkeit well# 
Efc. Well, I doe fo. 


Clo. Doth your honor fee any harme in his face ? 

Efc. Why no. 

Clo. He be fuppofd vpon a booke,his face is the word 
thing about him: good then: ifhisface be the word 
thing about him, how could Mafter Troth doe the Con- 
dables wife any harme? I would know that of your 
honour, 

Efc. He’s in the right (Condable) what fay you to it? 

Elb . Fird,andit like you, the houfc is a reipe&cd 
houfe ;next,this is arefpe£tcd fellow; andhisMiftrisis 
arefpe£led woman. 

O 9 ' By this hand $ir,his wife is a more rcfpe&ed per- 
fon then any of v s all. 

Sib. Varlet^thou lyeft; thou lyeft wicked varlet: the 
time is yet to come that (hec was euer refpcdled with 
man,woman,or childe. 

Clo. Sir,(he was rcfpe&cd with him, before he mar¬ 
ried with her. 

Efc. Which is the wifer here; Iuflice or Iniquitie ? Is 
this true f 

Elb. O thou caytiffe.* O thou varlet : O thou wick¬ 
ed HannibalT y I refpedled with her 3 beforc 1 was married 
to her? If euer I was refpecSed with her, or fhe with me, 
let not your worfhip thinkc mee the poor cT>ukes Offi¬ 
cer ! proue this, thou wicked Hanmball y or ile haue 
mine action ofbattry on thee. 

Efc* If he tooke you a box oth’eare, you might haue 
your a&ionofdander too. 

Elb . Marry I thanke your good worfhip for it: what 
is’c your Worships plealure I (hall doe with this wick¬ 
ed Caitiffe > 

Efc . Truly Officer, bccaufe he hath fome offences in 
him, that thou wouldft difeouer, if thou couldfi, let him 
continue in his courles, till thou knowd what they 3re. 

Elb. Marry I thanke your worfhip for it; Thou feed 
thou wicked varlet now, what’s come vpon thee. Thou 
art to continue now thou Varlet,thou art to continue. 

Efc. Where were you borne, friend? 

Froth. Here in Fienna y Sir. 

Efc . Are you of foureicore pounds a yeere ? 

Froth. Yes, and’t pleafe you fir. 

Efc. So: what trade are you of, fir ? 

Clo . ATapder,apoore widdowes Tapftcr, 

Efc . Your Miflrisname? 

Clo . Midris Oner-don. 

Efc. Hath l he had any more then one husband ? 

Clo. Nine, fir : Oner-don by the lad. 

Efc. Nine ? come bether to me,Mafter Froth ; Mader 
Troth , I would not haue you acquainted with Tapders 5 
they will draw you Mader Troth y and you wil hang them: 
get you gon, and let me hcare no more of you. 

Fro. I thanke your worfhip: for mine owne part, I 
neuer come into any roomein a Tap-houfe, but lam 
drawne in. 

Efc. Well : no more cf it Mader Froth: farewell: 
Come you hether tome, M r .Tapfter: what’s your name 
Mr. Tapdcr? 

Clo . Powpey. 

Efc. Whatelfe? 

Clo. 7$um, Sir* 

Efe. Troth,and your bum is the greated thing about 
you, fo that in the beaftlieft fence, you are Pempty the 


great; Pompey, you arc partly a bawd, Pompey ; howfo 
euer you colour it in being a Tapder,areyounot? cor, c 
tell me true, it (hall be the better for you. 

Clo , Truly fir, I am a poore fellow that would liu e 

Efc . How would you liue Pompey* by being a bayv'd- 
what doe you thinke of the trade Pempty ? is it a lawful 
trade ? 

Clo . If the Law would allow it, fir, 

Efc . But the Law will not allow it Pompey ; nor ^ 
fhall not be allowed in Vienna. 

Clo . Do's your Worfhip mcanc to geld and fplaya] 
the youth of the Cityr 

Efc. No, Pompey. 

Clo. Truely Sir, in my poore opinion they will took 
then : if your worfhip will take order for the drabs am 
the knaues, you need not to feare the bawds. 

Efc. There is pretty orders beginning I can tell you: 
It is but heading, and hanging, 

Clo* If you head, and hang all that offend that way 
but for ten ycare together; you’ll be glad to giueouta 
Commiffion for more heads : if this law hold inFtenn* 
tenyearc, ile rent the faired houfe in it after threepence 
a Bay : if you liue to fee this come to pafle, fay Pempei 
told you fo. 

Efc• Thanke you good *Pornpey ; and in rcquitall of 
your prophefie, harke you : I aduife you let me not finde 
you before me againe vpon any complaint whatfocuer* 
no, not for dwelling where you doe : if I doe Pompey 
fhall beat you to your Tent, and prouc a fhrewd Cafr 
to you: in plainc dealing Pompey ,1 fhall haue you vvhiptj 
fo for this time, Pompey S are you well. 

Clo. I thanke your Worfhip for your good counfell; 
but I fhall follow it as the flefh and fortune fhall better 
determine.Whip me ? no,no, let Carman whip his lade 
The valiant heart’s not whipt out of his* trade. Exit. 

Efc. Come hether to me, Mader Elbow: come hither 
Mader Conftable': how long haue you bin in this place 
of Condable l 

Elb . Seuenyeere,and a halfefir. 

Efc. I thoughtfey the rcadineffe in the office,you had 
continued in it fome time : you fay feauen ycarestoge- 
ther. 

Elb. And a halfe fir. 

Efc. Alas, it hath beene great paines to you: they do 
you wrong to put you fo ofr. vpon’r. Are there not men 
inyour Ward fufficicnt to ferue it ? 

Elb. ’Faith fir, few of any witin fuch matters: as they 
are chofen, they are glad to choofe me for them 51 do it 
for fome pcece of money,and goe through with all. 

Efc. Lookc you bring mce in the names of fome fixe 
or feuen, the mod fufficient of your parifh. 

Elb . To your Worfhips houfe fir? 

Efc. To my houfe: fare you well: whats adocke, 
thinke you ? 

Juft. Eleucn,Sir. 

Efc . I pray you home to dinner with me. 

Jufi. I humbly thanke you. 

Efc. It grieues me for the death of Claudio 
But there’s no remedies 

Jufi. Lord eAngelo is feuere. 

Efc. It is butntedfull. 

Mercy is not it fclfe, that oft leffkcs fo. 

Pardon is ftill the nurfe of fecond woe 2 
But yet, poore Claudio^ thereisnorcraedie. 

Come Sir. Exeunt* 

Seven* 
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Scena Secunda. 



Enter Prouott, Seruant. 

Scr. Hee’s hearing of a Caufc; he will come draight, 

Tie tell him of you. 

Pro. ’Pray you doe; Ile know 
Hispleafure,may be he will relent; alas 
He hath but as offended in a dreame, 

All S efts, all Ages fmaek of this vice, and he 
To die for’t ? 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang. Now, what’s the matter Prouofi ? 
pro. Is it your will Claudio, (hall die to morrow i 
Ang. Did not I cell thee yea i hadd thou not order ? 
Why do’d thou aske againe ? 

fro. Led I might be toorafh: 

Vader your good coxre£Hon, I haue feenc 
When after execution, Iudgtmenc hath 
Repented ore his doome. 

Ang. Goe to; let that be mine. 

Doe you your office, or giue vp your Place, 

And you fhall well be fpar’cl. 

Pro. I craue your Hogofrs pardon : 

What (hall be done Sir,With the groaning Juliet ? 

Shec’s very neere her howre. 

Ang. Difpofeofher 

To fome more fitter place; and that with fpeed. 

Ser. Here is the fider of the man condemn’d , 

Defires acceffe to you. 

Ang. Hath he a Sifter* 

Pro . I my good Lord.a very vertuous maid* 

And to be (hortlie of a Sider-hood, 

If not alreadic. 

Ang. Well: let her be admitted, 

Secyouthe Fornicatreffe be remou’d, 

Let her haue needfull, but not lauifli meancs, 

There (hall be order for’t. 

Enter Lucia and Ifabella * 

Vro. ’Saue your Honour. (will i 

Ang. Stay a little while : y’arc welcome: what’s your 
Jfab. Iam a wofullSutor to your Honour, 

’Pleafe but your Honor heare me. 

Ang. Well: what’s your fuitc. 

I fib. There is a vice that moft I doe abhorre. 

And mod defire (hould meet the blow of I udice; 

For which I would not plead,but that I mud. 

For which I mud not plead,but that I am 
At warre, twixt will, and will not. 

Ang. Well: the matter? 

Jfab. I haue a brother is condemn’d to die, 

I doe befeech you let it be his fault, 

And not my brother. 

Pro. Heauen giue thee rootling graces. 
^tff.Condemnc the fault, and not the a£fcor of it. 
Why euery fault ’$ condcmnd ere it be done: 

Mine were the verie Cipher of a Fun&ion 
To fine the faults, whofc fine dands in record. 

And let goe by the A&or.* 

/ fab. Oh tud,but feuere Law: 

I had a brother then; heauen keepe your honour. 

Luc. Giue’t not ore fo .* to him againe, entreat him, 
Knededowne before him, hang vpon his gowne, 

^ ou arc too cold: if you flboold need a pin. 


You could not with more tame a tongue defire it: 

To him,Ifay* 

Jfab. Mud he needs die* 

Ang . Maiden, no remedie. 

Jfab * Yes: I doe thinke that you might pardon him. 
And neither heauen,nor man grieue at the mercy. 

Ang. I will not doe’t. 

Jfab. But can you if you would? 

Ang. Looke what I will not, that I cannot doe. 

Jfab. But might you doe t & do the world no wrong 
If fo your heart were touch’d with that remorfe, 

As mine is to him? 

Ang. Hee’s fcntcnc’d, tis too late. 

Luc. You are too cold. 

Jfab. T 00 late ? why no; I that doe fpeak a word 
May call it againe swell, beleeue this 
No ceremony that to great ones longs, 

Not the Kings Crownc; nor the deputed fword. 

The Marfhalls Truncheon, nor the Iudges Robe 
Become them with one halfe fo good a grace 
Asmercic does: It he had bin as you,andyou as he. 
You would haue dipt like him,but he like you 
Would not haue bccne fo fterne. 

Ang. Pray you be gone. 

Jfab . I would to heauen I had your potencie. 

And you were JfabeU: fhould it then be thus ? 

No.* I would tell what’twere to be a Iudge, 

Ana what a prisoner. 

Luc. I, touch him: there’s the vaine. 

Ang. Your Brother is a forfeit of the Law, 

And you but waftcyour words. 

Jfab. Alas, alas: 

Why all the foules that were, were forfeit once. 

And he that might the vantage beft haue tpoke. 

Found out the remedie ; how would you be, 

If he, which is the top of Iudgcmenr,fhouid 
But iudge you, as you are l Oh, thinke on that, 

And mercic then will breathe within your lips 
Like man new made. 

Ang. Be you content, (fairc Maid) 

It is the Law, not I, condemne your brother. 

Were he my kinfman, brother, or my forme. 

It fhould be thus with him : he muft die to morrow. 

Jfab. To morrow ? oh,that’s fodaine. 

Spare him, fpare him : 

Hee’s not prepar’d for death; euen for our kitchins 
We kill the fowle of fcafon: fhall we ferue heauen 
With leffe refpedl then we doe minifter 
To our groffe-feiues?good,goQd my Lordjbethink you; 
Who is it that hath di’d for this offence ? 

There’s many haue committed it. 

Luc. I,wellfaid. 

Ang. The Law hath not bin dead,thogh it hath flopt 
Thofe many had not dar’d to doe that euiil 
If the firft, that did th’ Edidl infringe 
Had anfwer’d for his deed . Now ’tis awake. 

Takes note of what is done, and like a Prophet 
Lookes in a glaffe that fhewes what future euils 
Either now, or by remiffeneffe, new concerned, 

And fo in progreffc to be hatc’hd,and borne, 

Are now to haue no fuccefliuc degrees, 

But here they liue to end. 

Jfab. Yet (hew fome pittie* 

Ang. I fhew it moft of all, when I {how luftice; 

For then I pittie thofe I doe not know, 

Which a difmi j’d offence, would after gaulc 

And 


























































